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THE preſent fate of France, ſubiected to 2 deſpotiſm 
at once ſo capriciaus and naqualified, that neither the life 
nor che property of che aſt yirwous Cirzen js ſecure for 
a fingle dg. 
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The 1 attempts, 1 in 5 vite of an example fo 
awful, are hourly made to reduce this country to a ſtate of 
equal en- y the adoption of thoſe miſerable theories 
which proved the bane of the former - by the promulga- 
tion of every doctrine, however abſurd, which is calculated 


to diſſeminate diſcontent among the lower claſſes in ſociety 


---by a ſyſtematic attack on the body ot our laws, and con- 
ſequently on the private property of every individual, of 
which thoſe laws are the only ſecurity : 
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and, laſtly, the dreadful ruin which muſt attend the 
ſucceſs of ſuch attempts, in a country where millions de- 
pend for ſubſiſtence on commerce, and conſequently on pub- 
lic credit, concurrin g with that veneration which every man 
muſt feel towards our preſent Conſtitution; when he reflects 
chat it has rendered this little kingdom che moſt free and 
the moſt flouriſhing ſtate in exiſtence: have ſuggeſted to 


the VG n the e leiſure of a Vacation, the tollowing 
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INNOVATION. 


A POEM, 


ADDRESSED TO 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE EDMUND BURKE. | 


— 


OH thou! in whoſe emphatic Page we trace 
The glowing beauties of each ſiſter Grace, 
As prompt to crown the Patriot's ardent vow, 
They lift the veil from Wiſdom's awful brow ; 
Oh, thou! whoſe toils, with equal ſcorn, defy 
The ſmooth perverſion, and the ſhameleſs lye; | 
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The ſorry ridicule which fools impart, 

And the cold ſneer which ſpeaks the canker'd hearr, 
While bleſt by all their country's weal who prize, 
While bleſt by all the good, and all the wiſe ; 

If, in ſome moment of reluctant pauſe, 

Which toiling Virtue yields to Nature's laws, 
When ruſtic arts, and ruſtic converſe 8 

And the light labour of thy cultur'd farm, 

When ſocial trifles ſmooth the brow of Care, 

The Muſe ſhall claim their grateful taſk to ſhare; 
Oh, meet her homage with na cold diſtruſt, 


| Severely grateful, as ſeverely juſt ! 


Combinin g. penetrating, vaſt, profound 
The wond'rous maze of Nature trac'd around ; 
Unmov'd we mark'd thy treaſur'd mind attain 


« To ſomething,” truly, * of prophetic ſtrain.“ 


Lo! 
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Lo! Time has uſher'd many an ill foretold, 


Which Wiſdom wept to ſee her page unfold ; 


But crimes which load the groaning carth with None, 


Which inſtinct, reaſon, nature, man defame, 


As ſtrange as foul, the Sybil glance defy, 
Which breaks from pauſing Wiſdom's lifted eye. 


Oh, Paxis!— where, for many a thoughtleſs hour, 


I ſtoop'd to Pleaſure's faſcinating power .— 


Even now thy ſcenes each captive ſenſe invade ! 1 
The mingled hum of Pleaſure and of Trade „ 


The lively buſtle of the talking throng; 3 
The merry diſcord of evernal ſong ; . 


Good- humour perch d on every ſmaurry brow; | | . 
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The proffer d box, a everlaſting bow ; 5 


The darling glare of economic ſtate, 


Important rolling ou ſorne palace-gatez/ 
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All- ruling Gallantry! thy votive glance, 
Reſpectful pleading for the Saint's-day dance; 
And that well-reaſon'd bliſs the ſcorn of Care, 


While Love, and Peace, and Social Joy, were there. 


Oh, Peace! Oh, Social Joy! Oh, heaven-born Love ! 
Were theſe your haunts whe murderous demons rove ? 
Where fiends ther academic orgies hold, 
And novel Rights for thankleſs Man unfold ? 


Diſtinctions neat and nice, which lie between 


The poiſon'd chalice and the ſtab unſeen! | 


II-fated City! as thy ſtreets I trace, 
So late the ſcene of ev'ry feſtive ade 
Of every comfort of creative art; 
Of all which ſcience, wealth, and peace impart 
Whene'er my thoughts from preſent danger ſtray, 
How droops the ſick ning boſom with diſmay ! 


No 


ha 
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No ſocial murmur ſoothes the waketul ear, 
But all is ſilent, chill, benumbing fear; 

And Hatred's ſcowl, and Caution's look aſkaunce; 
And Famine's glare, and Terror's lightning glance 
The ruin'd Trader makes one effort more, 4 
And fweeps the ſettling ſpider from his door, 

Urg'd by a parent's heart to weigh the dread 

of threat ning plunder with the ſigh for bread. 


Raſh man! regain thy ſheltering roof; for, hark! | 


Thoſe frantic yells ſome diſmal triumph mark. 


Say, what are thoſe which, high above the throng, 5 


Nod unregarded as they move along? 


| Oh, coward groan !——the livid grin of Death, 


Fix d by the ſtruggle of departing breath; - _ 
The fightleſs orbs on vacancy which glare ;. 
The lip contracted, and the clotted hair. 


From theſe cold fiends, nor look nor comment gain, 


Wrapt in yon female's philoſophic ſtrain; 
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Bak'd and impaſted in her fellow's gore, 

The more than tygreſs growls her victims o'er. 
Trail'd at her heels amid the yielding crowd, 
What ſenſeleſs object claims a ſhout ſo loud? N 


Lo! round it bands of infant Furies preſs, 


And ſhrieks and laughs their frantic joy confeſs; 
Dark, filthy, ſhapeleſs, to the ſtraining eye, 

Why heaves the boding heart ſo ſick a figh — 
A headlefs trunk! inſulted! naked! torn! | 

A female ere theſe ſiends of females born 
Did woman's loins enfold the ſavage brood! 
Did woman's mangled boſom yield them food! 


Triumph, unmatch'd of Democratic rule, 
Whoſe active genius ſtamps old Nero fool, 
Where deſpots, ſick' ning to be ſtill obey'd, 


Invoke cold murder to their wanton aid; 


Where, 
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Where, ill-repreſs'd in nature's painful ſtrife, 
The tear of Pity bares the Butcher's knife ; 


Where, -o'er her ſhambles Torture pants for breath, 


And where to ſpeak, to look, to think, is death ; 
Well doth thy bleeding country hail, in thee, 
The Four TH auſpicious YEAR of Lis RTT! 
But ſay, falbn City! where unhallow'd rage 
Strikes at the hoary ſcalp of helpleſs Age; 
Where infants, ſmiling on the murderer's knife, 
ray the preſumptuous mile with dawning life; 
Ye grim Tribunals, ſtain'd with civic blood! 
Thou, troubled Seine ! from whoſe polluted flood 
The hunted Citizen his death demands, 
The laſt fad refuge from the er hands; 
Say, whence inur d ſuch complicated ill ? 


Some puff d Projector but diſplay d his ſkill. 


If 


If laughter wade through guiltleſs blood around, 
"Tis but to prove ſome abſtract axiom ſound ; 
Some ſchool-boy's cold, ftale, crude, degrading theme, 
The ſcorn of Wiſdom, and the Pedant's dream; 
Some rule for man, hung up in Syſtem's ſchool, 
Till Heav'n ſhall frame a man to fit the rule; 
Some brain-fick meteor, ſome fantaſtic prize, 5 
Which nought but Nature to the wiſh denies; 
Whoſe ſapient votaries ſuch ſucceſs ſhall cheer, 
As crowns, EqualiTyY! thy dawning year; 

A ating Senate, flogg'd to free debate, 

A proſtrate People: and a Mob in ſtate ! 


Oh, ſcepter'd Queen of Ocean's ſwelling tide; 
Our paſlion's idol and our reaſonꝰs pride! 
Where, yet, tis ſafe ſuch phrenzies to decry, 


Where, yet, no murder waits. on Pity's ſigh, 


Where, 
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Where, yet, tis ſafe to think, and ſafe will be, 
Till rancorous Demagogues ſhall ſet us free: 
If one dull Briton views the ſubject earth, 

Nor feels his glorious privilege of birth; 

Thy trade, thy wealth, the thunder of thy line, 


Thy people wile, free, frugal, brave, benign; 


If he has mark d the dole, at Pity's call, 
From the prompt hand of patient Labour fall; 
By no fond zeal, no partial pride impreſt, 
Peace to the tranquil ſlumbers of his breaſt? 
oh! let him ſpeed, well gifted, themes 
The failing muſters. of the miſereant few, 


Who, while their ſtrains with Patriot ardour glow, 


Creep to inflict the parricidal blow; 3 


For Freedom, well they know, with ſcorn cakes; 


The ſhameleſs front of open enterprize, 


Till forc'd, when Faction's: home-bred os tower, 


Tofly for ME! to the wing of Power, 
J | 


* 


Ye 


Un)! 


Ye French Empirics, who delight * by ſtealth“ 
To cure plethoric Rates: of too much health; 
Yet ©« bluſhing,” modeſt rogues, 6“ to find it fame,” 
Yield up your Rage. to Quacks of meaner name, 
Ah! now your medicinal aid: impart, _ 
When Pride dilates the Briton's ſwelling heart! 
We ſee, while wondering Europe bends with awe, 
Our little birth-place give the nations lay: 
See to her ſway reluctant rivals bend; Won 
See on her credir rival wealth depend; 1 
In arts triumphant, and in arms confeſt! 


We ſee our country's glory, and are bleſt. | 


And ye, ye meaner Quacks, in cap and bell, 
Who feel the miſery of being well; 
Proceed the mandates of your God to foil, 

And bid perfection fit on human toil ; 


Folly 
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Folly to metaphyſic modes condenſe, 

And raiſe a rampart againſt common ſenſe! 

A foe, who laughing at your vain parade, 
Our home-bred minds ſtill ventures to invade 
Plain plodding fellows, and content to be, 
For want of ſomething better, great, and free! 


Behold yon Hind, who, through the ſultry day, 
Repairs with ſinewy toil the flinty way: 
Go, to his rough, unpaliſh'd _ dilate. 
Your flimſy projects for the car of State; 
Tell him—The piece is with no ſyſtem fraught, _ 
And though it doth not fail, yy xuLE IT ouchr; 
rell him of tyranny unyok'd with thrall; | 
Of perſecution tolerant in all; 
And ſects, whoſe pride ſo wreſtles with their anos 
Pray'r is no pray r, unleſs they pray in place. 


Sir, : 
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Sir,” will he ſay, © may pleaſure wait your dreams, | 
But why to me unveil theſe tinſel ſchemes ? 


Should this voracious town, in beef and beer, 


Devour twelve oily Senators a year; 

Say, ſhall the Paviour's lungs no longer croak, 

In fallen cadence, to his thundering firoke ? 

Shall labour ceaſe, ſhall Art's induftrious band 7 

Forego the Patron's oftentatious hand? | 

Do theſe, thy wond'rous ſpeculations, tend 

From want, and all its evils, to defend ?- 

Poor as I am, thank Heav'n, in Britain born, 

I laugh Oppreſſion s feeble frown to ſcorn; 

Poor as I am, my poyerty would fure 

Exact from tumults but a doubtful cure: 

When Famine, daughter of the civil broil, 

Shall mock the meaneſt hope-of honeſt toil, 

What ſhall it boot that I am prov'd to be, 

By well-ſtrung theorems, more free than free ? 
| Fein 5 | mee 
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& True; Carnage, Rapine, Want beliege my gate; 

« But, then - I'm n in the State! 

ce Ah, Sir! regard, as Heav'n your dreams ſhall bleſs, 
«© Our comforts more, your metaphyſics leſs. 


See Poverty, defying all controul, 
From age to age, in ſad ſucceſſion roll; | 
Fate crowns the Lazar's worn-out wiſh—behold 


The crazy cupboard cracks with buried gold: 
His bloated heir in ſenſual riot feeds 
But the next pauper to his rags ſucceeds, - |, 


Oh, ſage Reformert let thy potent hand 
Arreſt imperious Nature's proud command ; - |, 
Shall this all-philoſophic age endure 
So vile a Corporation as the Poor? 10 I 1 ret 
| Yet, ere thy labouring mind the taſk eſfuy, 
Liſt to the Muſe, and mark her moral lay. 
. Legends 
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A beauteous Mole, on Ocean's azure face, 


Expell'd by common ſenſe from every ſeat, 


Where abſtract Folly fix d her laſt retreat: 


There, on her craft, while moon ſtruck myriads gaz d, 


Her darkneſs charm'd them, and her depthamaz'd: 
They weigh'd her mighty nothings with delight, 


And felt how wrong was wrong! how right was right! 


Her crapes with:rapture o'er their eyes they drew, 
And ſeeing leſs, they thought it ſomething new; 


They dealt in deep ſelf-evidents, and found, 


That purblind people have the fight moſt ſound : 
Nor did it mar their maxim's mild repoſe, | 2 


That, at each poſt, the blunderers bruiſe the noſe, 


Sy 


Proud Commerce bleſt the Traders of this iſle, 
Inventive art, and Faſhion's fleeting ſmile ; 


\-- There, 


i. 
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There, ſtrutting Wealth, withScience hand in hand, 
Smil'd on the praiſe ſhe could not underſtand ; 
There, while the rich in palling ſplendour vied, 
The happier poor rebuk'd their empty pride: 
Doom' d to deal out, forbidden to enjoy, 

Thoſe laviſh ftores which frugal Nature cloy, 
The lofty dome which glitter'd from afar, 

| The veſt embroider'd, and the gilded car, 

Were but the ſplendid ducts of wealth, which, though 
It ſeem'd at Pride's capricious nod to flow, 

In Heaven-directed ſtreams, refreſh'd the ſoil, 
Decreed the ſweet reward of patient toil: 
There, equal joys were deſtin'd to attend 0 10 

on him who toil'd to gain, or toib d to ſpend; 
Expanding ſcience bumaniz'd the mind, 

And man was free, wiſe, ſocial, and reſin d. 
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Convinc'd that Providence miſtook her way, - 


And proud to mark che errors of her ſway ; 


LET ALL BE EQUAL! Folly ſhouts aloud, 

BE EQUAL ALL! reſponds the madd' ning crowd. 
Behold the glutted pauper count his gain, 

Till rapture ſickens in his giddy brain; 


But ſoon he finds the fancied gain was loſa, 


| And frowns indignant on the ſhining droſs. 


Poor as he was, what. various arts combin d. 
What toil of body, and what toil of mind: 


Ere the plain ſtructure: of his ſimple ſhed: 


Diffus'd its comforts round the Peaſant's head! 


Tue ſtubborn flint muſttenfold heat ſuſtain, | 


The fleece which fenc d his body from che ſlorm, 


VUnnumber d arts had moulded to it's form; 


0) 


What force allied his ſimpleſt food muſt yield? 
The flail, the mill, the furnace, and the field; 
The very tool which ſtitch d his clouted ſhoe, 

The felon's crime from northern caverns drew, 


The forge refin'd, the dauntleſs ſeaman bore, 


Through rocks and quickſands, from the dangerous ſhore ;- 


From partial wealth he found theſe comforts fall, 
But equal wealth is poverty to all! 
Where ſhall he now, inur'd from early date, 
To all the bleſſings of a ſocial ſtate— 
Untaught, unaided, ignorant, and weak—— 
Where ſhall he now the homelieſt comfort ſeek ? 
Should love of gain the wonted aid ſupply, 
That gain acquir'd, deſtroys Equality; :; 
Should ſocial Pity—ſay, ſhall Pity roam, 
When dearer ſelf aſſerts: the claim at home; 
Where unremitting toil will juſt afford 
A Beggar's hovel and a Miſer's board; 

F 


But 
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But waves, in harſh reproof, an iron hand 
To ſcare unthrifty Science from the land. 
Thus ceaſeleſs labouryields a faint ſupply, 


And while the flurdy drudge, the feeble die; 


And far, with Science flies the godlike power, 
To chace Diſeaſe, or ſoothe the parting hour 1 
Till every want with every woe combin'd * 
The cheated rabble caſt a look behind ; 

Grow wile at laſt, obey the will of Fate, 


And riſe, exalted to a ſavage ſtate. 


Still doth thy brow on that frail ſyſtem lower, 
Whoſe only fruits are freedom, ſafety, power? 
Attack! attack! three daſhes of thy pen 
Shall conjure up the golden age again; 

Shall bid firm Independence ſmile on all, 
And man, ſelf-govern d, laugh at legal thrall ; 


At 


* 
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At ſtern Oppreſſion's frown, Want's cankering thorn, 
Wealth's cruel whim, and Pride's capricious ſcorn ; 
Till firm and beauteous ſtands your dome of ſtate, 
And aſks but Angels to ſupport its weight. 

Ah, trifler! ceaſe at Heav'n's decrees to rail, 

And know, frail man's ſublimeſt ſyſtem frail; 

Say, can'ſt thou, Rage, Oppreſſion, Pride, dethrone? 


Ah! why then leave us gravel, gout, and ſtone ! 


Ah, know thyſelf, nor think thy toils ſubdue 
The ſtubborn ſubſtance with the tranſient hue ; 


Let not thy pride fair Freedom's form diſown, 


Becauſe her glories beam around a throne; 
Let not thy zeal for foul Oppreſſion grub, 
And call it freedom in a lawleſs club: 

But go, if refoxmation charms thine ear, 


And learn thy duty in an humbler ſphere; 


Doth the pile nod ?—if bleſt by common ſenſe— 


The low foundation ſees thy toil commence. | 


x4 


= 


Hence to thy lands thy tenants pine to ſee 
A father's liberal ſway reviv'd in thee: 
There bid Diſeaſe uprear his languid head; 
There the plain board for frugal labour ſpread ; 
There bid religion on that anguiſh ſmile, 
Which human proſpects would in vain beguile : 
Thoſe, ſage Reformer ! be thy earlieſt care, 
To check the ſeeds of foul corruption there; 
There, at the root of civil evil, ſtrike, | | 
And bid thy wandering brethren do the like; 
But leave deſtruction's weightier taſk to thoſe, ' 
By cold, dull ſyſtem, ſteel'd to human woes; 
Who ſmile their Gallic pupils pranks to ſee, 
The dancing fiends of new philoſophy : 
To thoſe who, baffled in cath dark defign, 
And, marking genius, courage, worth, combine, 
That ſacred fabric to protect, which, more 
Than life itſelf, our grateful hearts adore : 

On 
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On that proud theme of ſcarce-expiring praiſe, 
Without a bluſh, the ſenſeleſs out-cry raiſe! 
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Muſt then proſperity allure our fate ? 
And is it ever dangerous to be great? 
When—as her banners deck the ſwelling tide--- 
We mark the worm which ſaps the veſſel's fide; 
When we behold Deſtruction's evi roll, 551 6 12 
And trace the ſource ſo vile, obſcure, and foul, 
The freed, wealth, and glory, of our State, 
With mitigated pride our hearts dilate ; 
And, as the proſpect ſuikes che boding mind, lake 
We frame a with for bleſſings leſs dein d; 

For ſome ſlight flaw; to yield ambition 8 1 
Some loop- hole left where rogues may peep and hope: 
Leſt, quitting in deſpair their flimſey toils, 
They fire the houſe, to riot 8 \ 

| G 17 N | Ye 
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Ye deep philoſophers, whoſe dreams engage | 


The deep reformers of this thankleſs age; 
Eyes of that world, which long in darkneſs roll'd, 75 
Sees, all at once—like puppies nine days old! 
Who marks with Scorn and Triumph's mingled tears, 
The wretched blunders of five thouſand years; 
. Who, wrapt in retrogreſſive ſyſtems, burn 
Experience, morals, order, God to ſpurn ; 
Till plunder'd man your gloomieſt phrenzies ſuit 
A free, blind, Cenfaal, ſolitary * — 
And ye, whoſe ſhallow ſophiſtry, decreed ' © 6 he 
To cull from crazy clubs the taſteleſs meed, 
In envious pride your country ſill decries, 
| And finds its rancour with her glory riſe ;=-- 
. And ye, who Heaven itſelf with kinder eye 


Would view if Heav'n were leſs a monarchy; . 


Whoſe rip'ning projects, brighter days await, 
Though bought with blood not dearly bought*!” when fate 


„See Prieftley's Appeal to the Public on the Birmingham Riots. 
Shall 
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Shall give mankind the finiſhed toils to ſee, 
Of We, blind, miſhapen Vanity === 
" k And ye, whoſe minds, with rich diſcoveries bleſt, 
. Find God and Morals all a ſtanding jeſt; 
Whom, though a ruin'd people groan around, 
Still wing in ſelf, no foreign woes can wound, 
Who Deſolation's march with ſmiles can trace, 
Sooth'd by the promis'd plunder of a place * 
If pride impel, or creditors devour, 
-Þ> And we muſt bleed becauſe ye luſt for power; 
If civil broils muſt fink our mim trade, 
And chilling poverty our roofs invade; 
If Famine lord it o'er uncultur'd ground, 
And homebred ſlaughter dye the country round: 
Oh, Queen of Cities! if, with ſocial Peace, 
The ſplendid wonders of thy ſtreets muſt ceaſe ; 
And fear and gloom their buſy hum invade - 
What, though the famiſh'd ſon of fallen trade 
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0 Till ſome ſwol'n ruffian take a whim to 3 


And taunt the offending mourner ſhrewdly home, 2 feet — 
„„ This we can deſperate crew 
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Such as had ſham'd Great CaraLIxE to view; 
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But hear our pray'r — The, 
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TED  ... Spare to your victims thoſe heart-rending throes, | 
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